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vantage-point, I realised, with an almost agreeable
excitement, that the bullets which were whistling
across the turbid yellow Tigris, were aimed at me.
The Sixth Division was now said to be within a
day's march. The army commander, Sir John Nixon,
had already arrived, gone on by steamer for Amara,
been heavily sniped by Arabs from the bank, put
back to Kut and taken off one of our two companies
to escort him downstream. Jock Pirie, that philo-
sophic Scottish second-lieutenant from Oxford and
Quetta, had gone with it; but Dick Lacy remained,
and that evening he was sent out into the desert with
his platoon and a long string of mule carts to discover
and, if possible, assist, the retreating army. He waved
gaily as he set out beside the jangling mule-carts
across that portentous landscape; the rifle of a sniper
cracked occasionally from across the Tigris. It was
Dick's twenty-first birthday. . . . The army began
to trail wearily in next day, and naturally new
varieties of first experience followed hard on its heels.
I suppose it must have been that evening that we
were sitting at dinner behind an Arab mud wall—
I seem to remember that we actually had a table and
a lamp—and a mournful swishing sound approached
us high in the blue dusk overhead and Major Footner
had time to glance up, raise his eyebrows and observe
" Shrapnel," before a dull thud could be heard in the
direction of the town. We were digging new
trenches all next day in broad daylight and shrapnel
burst over us fairly often, though why, as we had
practically no cover at all, there wasn't more of it
I can't now imagine. All that I can remember of
those first shells is that, as one stood about in the

